to beekeepers for several centuries following its publication, it also contains an eccentric transliteration of tone pitches produced by bees into a four-part madrigal, complete with lyrics and presented in an inverted choir-book format. I find Butler relevant on account of his projection of a very human system (written music) onto something innately non-human (the buzzing of bees) as a means of attempting to understand and translate it. There is a beauty in the absurdity and irony of his approach, and it speaks to an era of Western history in which the lines between music and natural philosophy could be commonly blurred. In an article addressing this relationship, Linda Phyllis Austern writes:
Music enjoyed a far richer and more complicated relationship with the studies of nature in early modern England than has generally been presumed. Just as historians of music theory have tended to limit their investigations to works by and for practicing musicians, historians of science and philosophy have too often neglected music altogether, or overlooked important material written for would-be composers and performers. During the seventeenth century, what we would today define as science belonged to the same branch of philosophy as did music. 1 Drawing on the gaps within my own understanding of bees, music, and the world Butler inhabited, I have completed a series of hand-colored etchings that narrate and reinterpret the composition and performance of Melissomelos, or the Bees' Madrigal. These works filter imagery and print methods that would not seem out of keeping with the time and place that they depict through a personal and contemporary lens. In composing these prints, I have thought a great deal about translation as a means of re-contextualizing and redefining that which is being translated in the process of making it understandable to one's contemporaries, and have thus framed the central narrative with imagery pertaining to colony collapse disorder (CCD), which has caused an alarming decline in the honeybee population in recent years. Within these frames one can find the molecular structures of neonicotinoid systemic pesticides and high-fructose corn syrup, the parasitic varroa mites and nosema ceranae, and an array of monoculture crops that rely on pollination. As a historical counterpoint to CCD, one of the frames also includes depictions of an ancient and misguided ritual, bougonia, which Virgil described thus in Book IV of the Georgics:
But if someone's whole brood has suddenly failed, and he has no stock from which to recreate a new line, then it's time to reveal the famous invention of Aristaeus, the Arcadian master, and the method by which in the past the adulterated blood of dead bullocks has generated bees. I will tell the whole story in depth, tracing it from its first origins. Where the fortunate peoples of Pellaean Canopus live by the overflowing waters of the flooded Nile, and sail around their fields in painted boats, where the closeness of the Persian bowmen oppresses them, and where the river's flow splits, in seven distinct mouths, enriching green Egypt with its black silt, the river that has flowed down from the dark Ethiopians, all in that country depend on this sure stratagem. First they choose a narrow place, small enough for this purpose: they enclose it with a confined roof of tiles, walls close together, and add four slanting window lights facing the four winds. Then they search out a bullock, just jutting his horns out of a two year olds forehead: the breath from both its nostrils and its mouth is stifled despite its struggles: it's beaten to death, and its flesh pounded to a pulp through the intact hide. They leave it lying like this in prison, and strew broken branches under its flanks, thyme and fresh rosemary. This is done when the Westerlies begin to stir the waves before the meadows brighten with their new colours, before the twittering swallow hangs her nest from the eaves. Meanwhile the moisture, warming in the softened bone, ferments, and creatures, of a type marvellous to see, swarm together, without feet at first, but soon with whirring wings as well, and more and more try the clear air, until they burst out, like rain pouring from summer clouds, or arrows from the twanging bows, whenever the lightly-armed Parthians first join battle. 2 This practice turned out to be a mistaking of a species of carrion-fly, Eristalis tenax, for the desired honeybee; this fly appears in the frame as well. The inclusion of drone planes is as much an allusion to my discomfiture with the current prevalence of drone warfare as it is wordplay. In much the same way as a medieval Book of Hours, the sparsely colored frame images, replete with floating signifiers, seek to guide the eye of the viewer through the sequential narrative of the eight prints in the series, assisting in its reading. As far as I can gather 3 , the activity depicted therein is fairly close to the actual events leading up to Butler's composition of the madrigal.
To realize this project to its fullest, I worked with trained vocalists Seth Wenger, Peter Taft, Hillary Foster, and Caitlin Alexander to stage a performance of the madrigal; relying on their musical expertise entirely while taking cues from the original format of Butler's sheet music and its requirement that the performers, seated around a table, face one another. A second iteration of the madrigal, produced in collaboration with local musicians Brendan Spengler and Ian MacMillan samples field recordings of bees taken from South Amana, Iowa collaged to reconstruct the four vocal parts, in effect giving the music back to the bees. These various elements, produced entirely independently of each other converged once in a live performance by the madrigal singers in a gallery space. The performers were arranged around a table built for the exhibition by my colleagues Heidi Ratanavanich and Josh Hoeks, after which the looped beesynthesizer recording played. The result was an experience both harmonious in its synthesis of 2 Virgil, Georgics 3 perhaps not particularly far the visual and aural, and dissonant for the subtle discrepancies between the various musical and visual elements. In prefacing his transliteration, Butler is fully confident at succeeding in his endeavor, to paraphrase, "But I am sure, if I miss, I miss but a little." I aspire, in my own way, to do the same. 
CHAPTER II. WE ARE A THREAD AND WE WANT TO KNOW THE PATTERN
SKY: There is definitely some sort of perverse fascination attached to the process of inevitable and impending destruction that will occur either in your own environment or be observed vicariously because people persist in living at the bases of volcanoes, on earthquake zones such as the fault line which is supposed to destroy all of California, on top of sinking landscapes such as Venice which is a city built entirely on rotting wooden pilings and will eventually fall into the sea. SMITHSON: Well, that may be something that's human -that's human need. It seems that there's almost a hope for disaster you might say. There's that desire for spectacle.
-Entropy Made Visible (1973) Robert Smithson interview with Alison Sky
We are a thread and we want to know the pattern is an ongoing body of work commenced in winter 2013. Borrowing its working title from a fragment of a letter from Gustave
Flaubert to a colleague in 1850, it is in response to a sense of yearning, both my own and in a greater collective sense; for knowledge, understanding, for place, for that which cannot be attained. The four prints take their form from the strictures of 17 th century formal garden design, and function much in the way of an aerial map or blueprint. The formal garden, with its many rules and complete constraint and control of all planted vegetation is a representation of human mastery and supremacy over nature. It presents an orderly vision of a world in which every element is understood and arranged according to rules of geometry, optics, and perspective. It places utter emphasis on human systems of classification and understanding. But as a microcosm of a world that is full of contradiction and chaos, the garden merely holds a mirror to human yearning, a futile striving for impossible perfection.
The folly, an architectural confection lacking in practical purpose and frequently taking on the appearance of ruins, is a fixture of the formal garden that I find particularly fascinating. In his essay on the subject, Anthony Vidler characterizes follies thus:
As epitomizing a gamut of negative qualities, the folly took on the essential nature of opposite pole, of extreme undesirability, of absolute contradiction. As the emblem of foolish luxury, it offered a warning to spendthrifts and unproductive investors; as totally without function, it provided a specter of emptiness and uselessness without which function itself was meaningless; as close to madness, it described a realm and a visual metaphor that decorated and domesticated an otherwise awesome concept, one that was readily incarcerated behind non-signifying walls; as a vehicle for all sorts of fashionable literary notions, from the sublime to the picturesque, the folly exhibited them in a kind of museum of meditative objects. 4 Flaubert parodies the reigning trends of landscape design in several passages of his last unfinished novel Bouvard and Pecuchet, in the title characters' laughable attempts at gardening:
They had sacrificed the asparagus and in its place built an Etruscan tomb, in other words a black plaster quadrilateral, six feet in height and looking like an oversized doghouse. Four fir saplings at the corners flanked this monument, which was topped by an urn and embellished with an inscription. In the other part of the vegetable garden, a kind of Rialto straddled an ornamental pond, with mussel shells encrusted around its edges. The ground quickly absorbed the water, but no matter! A layer of clay would form to hold it in. The log cabin had been transformed into a rustic cabana, using colored glass. At the top of the monticule, six squared-off trees supported a tin cap with its corners curled up, the whole thing meant to evoke a Chinese pagoda. They had gone to the banks of the Orne to choose blocks of granite, had broken them up, numbered the pieces, carried them back in a handcart, then joined them together again with cement, stacking them one above the other. In the middle of the lawn rose a boulder that looked like a giant potato. But something more was needed to complete the effect. They cut down the tallest linden tree in the arbor (anyway, it was three-quarters dead) and lay it the entire length of the garden, making it look like it had been washed away by a flood or struck down by lightning. 5 I find kindred spirits in both Gustave Flaubert and his fictitious counterparts. In preparing to write the novel, Flaubert is said to have read some fifteen hundred volumes. Months of perusing these specialized works yielded very little finished text, and the composing of polished prose allegedly occurred at a rate of five words per hour. At the start of his novel we find Bouvard and Pecuchet, the eponymous antiheros, retiring to the country to spend the rest of their days in failed endeavor of every category of human enterprise; by the end they have renounced all else but the act of mindless copying: "-No time for reflection! Lets copy! The page must be filled, the "monument" completed. All things are equal: good and evil, beautiful and ugly, insignificant and characteristic. There is no truth in phenomena." 6 In encountering Flaubert, I have noted that these pursuits run parallel to aspects of my own artistic practice and very existence. I believe this is a variety of futility that we all feel on some level in regard to all of our striving. The body of work that I am in the midst of is in many ways a monument to human folly, specifically the tragic consequences of our progress, felt most strongly in the accelerating effects of global warming.
In the execution of these prints, the planning of an infinitely unfolding garden that will only ever be hypothetical, I attempt to synthesize my own desire for a sense of stability, optimism and grounding, with the effects of events and phenomena far outside my control, but are the basis for creeping anxiety. The garden space depicted, though orderly and symmetrical in appearance, is planted with all of the species of state flower and tree that will soon be pushed by global warming to growth zones that fall outside of their state. The follies, ruins and statuary are derived from images of the recent destruction caused by Hurricane Sandy. Also appearing are equipment and wastewater pools associated with fracking (hydraulic fracturing), as well as melting ice sheets and cryoconite. The geological specimens are meteorites, which have been present in my thoughts owing to the path taken by an asteroid uncomfortably close to the earth's surface this past February.
In making work that speaks directly to my state of existence, I once again can reflect upon my fascination with figures such as Charles Butler and the fictitious persons of Bouvard and Pecuchet. And while it is the points of similarity that I am able to draw back to myself that initially piqued my curiosity and interest, I am beginning to more fully comprehend what sets us apart, and that is an unwavering sense of conviction, self-assurance, and optimism that I lack. When Butler assures his readers of how close he is to hitting the mark, I envy his certainty. 
